NIGHT

Queenie, He must bring it all to an end. He must tell
her to-night it was impossible for him to go on visiting her.
Yes, it was easy in this moonlight to say that. Those
rolling pine-woods, those dim blue mountains beyond, that
brilliant and imperturbable moon, this lonely white road
curling before his lazy wheels made love's fever seem a
poor weakness of man easily cured. And if he could
drive on for ever like this, dreaming of Queenie, why,
that would be easy too, because she would for ever seem
to be somewhere in the moonlight beyond. In such lazy
silvery romantic progress Queenie's dark and unsubstantial
world ceased to be credible. But in the lonely airless
afternoons, and in the lamplit empty nights should he not
always be seeing her in that room with somebody else?
Break it off ? Yes, that somehow must be achieved. But
he must send her beyond his reach. She had often talked
to him of her longing to go to England. To England he
must get her. Out of his reach. Out of his sight. Out
of his fancy. He would talk to her about it to-night.
She would not reproach him. She loved him. He might
take Roger Waterlow into his confidence. The old pirate
might understand and help him. He did not live in that
cold and correct and substantial world ; but he knew what
it was like. How was the time going ? Half-past twelve.
Another twenty miles of pine-trees and moonlight 5 and
then that pale golden hair loosened for him and those
twining arms about his neck and that drifting sweetness
of her like the drifting sweetness of this warm moony
air. Ah, why had he not been born a creature in tights
and spangles in Queenie's own irresponsible world ?

But back there in the theatre at this moment Queenie
was having to face the duties of that irresponsible world,
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